THE FAMILY COUNCIL

my business affairs, I must keep an eye on the Bourse. No; you must
be very sensible, my dear child, very good, and go without me."

"Well, at least you must give me a nice trunk, so that I'll be sur-
rounded only by things that you have given me, darling Lulu."

" Yes, of course, if you'd like one. Listen, let's go and choose one in
the Avenue de 1'Opera. A pigskin one."

The following day Sylvaine said that she had found a friend to
accompany her, one whom Lulu was astonished he did not know.

"But yes, of course you do ... Fernande! I've mentioned her to you
a hundred times," said Sylvaine. "Of course I must say that, since I've
been with you, I never see anyone outside the theatre. It's lucky she's
free, and that she wants to go. Because all alone, you know . .."

Lulu took Sylvaine to the station. He was wearing a pale grey bowler
hat.

"Now be careful of yourself, very careful of yourself!" he repeated
a dozen times.

He helped her to climb the step into the carriage, and went back to
take up his position beneath the window. He had taken off his hat, and
tapped Sylvaine's fingers with it as she leaned on the nickel-plated bar.
The "friend" remained discreetly in the further corner of the compart-
ment.

"And when I come back . .." Sylvaine said.
He pretended to dandle a child in the crook of his arm.
For the first time she detected some sign of emotion on the old
bachelor's deformed, waxen face; a sort of condensation, as on a cold
window-pane, seemed to be forming in his cloudy eyes.
Sylvaine felt inexplicably moved.
"You'll write to me?" she asked.
"Yes, of course, a letter every week, I promise!"
She waved him a kiss with her fingertips; he smiled, stood back and
watched the train leave, waving his hat.
"The child adores me," he thought.
People jostled him. He was not aware of it.
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Dijon, Lyons, Valence.. .

The "friend" had never been in a sleeper before. Nor had Sylvaine
for that matter. But comfort and luxury had become the normal con-
ditions of life for her. Pride prevented Fernande from sleeping and she
heard the porters shouting the names of the stations till dawn.

Toulon___Fernande had never seen the sea. She uttered a cry as

she raised the blind.

"Well, if someone had told me about this a fortnight ago... No,
I really can't believe it!" she kept on repeating.
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